THE   BURNING   SECRET

feriority. It tickled his fancy, this thought that the
glamour of an aristocratic name, the gloss of distin-
guished manners, would enable him to overcome her
scruples and to clasp her beautiful body in his embrace.

The game was becoming an exciting one, and called
for discretion. Otto spent that afternoon in his own
room, well aware that he would be missed and his
presence looked for. Yet, truth to tell, this deliberate
absence did not so much affect the lady, who hardly
noticed it, as the boy, for whom it constituted a martyr-
dom. Edgar felt utterly lost, utterly at a loose end. With
boyish obstinacy he waited, throughout the creeping,
dreary hours, for a glimpse of his friend. To have
sought other recreations would have seemed to him a
betrayal. He haunted the passages and stairs, and, as
evening approached, his heart Was filled with anguish.
He began to imagine that some misfortune had over-
taken the baron, or that he had given unwitting offence
to his big friend. Impatient and alarmed, the boy felt
his eyes brimming over with scalding tears.

At dinner, Baron Otto von Sternfeldt received a warm
welcome. Edgar sprang up to greet him, and, to the
astonishment of the other guests and to the distress of his
mother, flung his arms passionately round the baron's
neck, exclaiming:

"Oh, where have you been? WeVe been looking for
you everywhere."

Frau Blumental reddened with vexation at being
dragged into the business in this tactless fashion. She
called her son to order.

"Sois sage, Edgar.  Assieds-toi!"

The child obeyed, but continued to ply his questions,
so that his mother again reprimanded him.

"You must remember that Baxon von Sternfeldt is his
own master and can do as he likes. Perhaps he finds our
society boring."